PEACE WITH HONOR

along the inner edge of the small canal extending
from a levee to a tangled swamp. The legendary
cotton bales had been blown up or set on fire dur-
ing the artillery bombardment and protection was
furnished only by a raw, unfinished parapet of
earth and a double row of log breastworks with red
clay tamped between them. It was a motley army
that Jackson led. Next to the levee were posted
a small regiment of regular infantry, a company of
New Orleans Rifles, a squad of dragoons who were
handling a howitzer, and a battalion of Creoles in
bright uniforms. The line was extended by the
freebooters of Pierre Lafitte, their heads bound
with crimson kerchiefs, a group of American blue-
jackets, a battalion of blacks from San Domingo, a
few grizzled old French soldiers serving a brass gun,
long rows of tanned, saturnine Tennesseans, more
regulars with a culverin, and rank upon rank of
homespun hunting shirts and long rifles, John Adair
and his savage Kentuckians, and, knee-deep in the
swamp, the frontiersmen who followed General
Coffee to death or glory.

A spirit of reckless elation pervaded this bizarre
and terrible little army, although it was well aware
that during two and a half years almost every other
American force had been defeated by an enemy far